day for a fortnight so that Cecile might be first in her
composition, but today she proposed to compromise
by walking through the chnrch and out at the other
side into the rue de Rivoli.
With hurried steps she marched down the aisle,
silent and empty at that time of day, rapidly explaining
to the Holy Ghost that today, owing to her dinner-
party, she had no time to stay. She had had, besides, an
accident to her salt-cellar; and here she added a supple-
mentary invocation, promising to make a longer call
next day to make up for the brevity of this one, which
admittedly, as she would have been the first to agree,
was a little on the short side.
When, an hour later, she got home again, having
fortunately succeeded in fitting a new blue glass lining
to her silver salt-cellar, she found everyone hard at
work. The doors were all wide open. Moving about the
kitchen she saw the chef in his white coat and cap; on
the hall table one of the waiters was folding napkins.
The air was heavy with the smell of truffles and
puff-pastry.
Without even stopping to take off her hat, and with
a medicinal cigarette between her lips to guard against
the attack of asthma which she feared in the midst of
such excitements, she burst into the dining-room like
a whirlwind.
The table was already almost laid. The four fruit-
dishes were arranged symmetrically at each corner, and
the flowering centre-piece had just been brought in.
212